Chapter 7 


“No, you stupid fucking dog! For the last time you’re finding HER scent not mine! 
Goddamn!” 


So the team wasn’t exactly making much progress on the whole finding Chie thing, 
what with Koromaru stopping at every chance to bark at Justin as if he had found 
the source of the scent. Justin wasn’t sure if the dog was just trying to be a 
smartass (if dogs even knew how to do that) or if he genuinely was getting confused 
by what he was searching for. All he knew was they were still running in circles, and 
this dog was not fucking helping. If anything he made it worse. Did you know that 
apparently an entire warehouse got burned down that night? Now, Justin wasn’t 
saying Yukiko was the one who did it... But, yeah, she probably did it. Yukari glared 
a bit at Justin with irritation, not exactly fond of him yelling at her dog apparently. 
To be fair; Koromaru kind of had it coming. He could understand the first time, but 
the twelfth? Uh, uh; Koromaru was a smart enough dog to know better; he was 
doing it now just to get on Justin’s nerves for some inexplicable reason. What was 
Koromaru’s problem with Justin anyway? He didn’t even give Teddie this much shit, 
and Teddie could be REALLY annoying sometimes. At least Justin tried to be nice to 
the dog; but there were limitations to his kindness. 


“Hey! Don’t yell at him!” Yukari scolded Justin with annoyance. It was bad enough 
that he had stolen her dog and made her tag along for whatever misadventures it 
was they had gotten involved in, but he had to have an attitude about it? Justin 
glared back at her, groaning with anger but otherwise biting his tongue. One foul 
move and she’d leave with her dog... Plus he kind of stole her dog in the first place, 
so he couldn’t be TOO much of a prick. The fact of the matter was he was pissed off; 
not necessarily at Koromaru, but at all of this. It was enough that shit had hit the 
ceiling but they were running out of time very fast; and he had no intention of 
leaving this city with a broken heart and a torn up conscious. Koromaru being a 
smartass wasn’t helping in the slightest. 


“Look, we’ve got a bus back home in two hours; if we don’t find her by then shit is 
going to hit the fan. Your dog needs to stop trying to be funny and fucking focus!” 
Justin gave her shit back, though he tried to be at least SLIGHTLY polite about it. He 
failed miserably. Yukari groaned for a moment with anger, before gesturing to the 
dog to get moving. Koromaru was happy enough to obey, and with that the group 
set off once again, this time outside a series of stores near the train station. Justin 
had hoped that someone here knew where she was, but every shopkeeper he had 
asked about Chie only told him the closest they had seen to someone matching that 
description was Yukari. Yeah, fantastic. 


“Oh you have got to be kidding me...” Maya sighed, crouching over a bit as they 
walked to eye another poor woodland creature burnt alive. This time a raccoon. By 


this point Yukiko had given up trying to justify setting everything on fire, just 
hanging her head in shame as she stared at the corpses of her fire obsession. 
“Please tell me someone’s taken the lighter away from you.” Maya remarked with 
aggravated disgust as she averted her eyes from the poor creature, its life taken 
away from it by a drunken pyromaniac. 


“You know... That’s... probably the first thing we should have done...” Yu remarked, 
rubbing his chin for a moment as if to contemplate taking away the weapon of 
death and destruction from Yukiko now; even if she was as sober as ever. Yukiko 
quickly darted her hands into her pockets in search of wherever the lighter may be; 
she obviously didn’t want it anymore. It was a moment, but she eventually found it; 
your basic blue lighter, though it did have a homemade engravement on the side, 
scratched out with a razorblade from the looks of it. Justin’s eyes widened a bit 
before darting his hand out to take the lighter from Yukiko. 


“Jesus fuck, who gave you my lighter!?” Justin remarked with surprised annoyance, 
shoving the lighter back into his hoodie. He had quit smoking, but he still kept the 
lighter around, if only because lighters could be useful for a lot more productive 
things than giving yourself lung cancer. He was going to have to reconsider that 
now. He just hoped that forensic science couldn’t link Yukiko’s path of fire back to 
the lighter, and thus him since the lighter was his after all. “...Probably me, now 
that | think about it.” Justin mused to himself, realizing just how drunk he was. He 
was probably the one egging her on in retrospect; sounded like something he would 
do. 


“At this point it would be easier to keep a list of things Yukiko hasn’t set on fire...” 
Maya sighed, shaking her head as they walked right past the dead racoon trying to 
pretend Yukiko wasn’t a psychopath. Yu tried to keep her spirits up by giving her a 
pat on the back, but alas, there was only so much stuff you could burn to a crisp 
before it became probable that Yukiko had some serious issues with fire. Again, not 
all too reassuring when her Persona could set shit on fire with a snap of her finger. 
Thank god there was nothing really worth saving in the television, otherwise that 
might be problematic. 


“I'm really sorry...” She tried to apologize again, though that was immediately cut 
off by Koromaru barking loudly at the distant horizon. Justin’s eyes lit up, pure hope 
fuelling his veins at this point. Justin had almost considered crouching down to the 
dog, to ask if he was on to something, but then he remembered Koromaru hated 
him and would probably bite his face off given the chance. So instead Maya did the 
honors, getting down on her knee to speak to the animal. 


“What’s wrong boy? Have you found her?” Maya questioned softly to the animal, 
whispering in its ear. You had to wonder why she felt the need to get so close to the 
dog or why she had to whisper, but no one was going to question her methods when 
they got results. The dog barked happily before darting off again, to no one’s 


surprise at all. The group quickly ran after the beast, save maybe Maya, who had to 
get up from kneeling first before she could catch up with the others. Koromaru 
trailed off, swerving in between people and rounding corners as he slowly rode off in 
search of the girl. Alas, by the time they had finally came to a stop outside some 
fast food place with a duck mascot, there was no sign of Chie; much to Justin’s 
disappointment. By this point he just wanted to kick the dog for constantly raising 
his hopes only to dash them against the rocks. 


“Why are you doing this to me? Why!?” Justin cried out, practically on the verge of 
tears as the dog raised his hopes only to smash them in seconds. Koromaru barked, 
spinning around in a circle for a moment before turning its eyes downwards, 
keeping its body mass low as it sniffed at some piece of garbage. Justin raised his 
eyebrow with curiosity at the sight of Koromaru sniffing some red blood stained rag, 
and it was most definitely blood. Yu crouched down to examine the rag more 
closely, as if this piece of trash was actually significant in any regard. 


“Wait... Is this Chie’s?” Yu questioned with concern as he spotted the blood stain on 
the rag. It still looked like a fresh stain, which was deeply concerning. Justin wasn’t 
sure if Yu was trying to give him another heart attack by bringing up the potential of 
the blood belonging to her, but it wasn’t working. Justin could be a little paranoid 
and a little over-protective, but even then, he knew this wasn’t her blood. Not 
because he had the magical ability to match blood types or anything like that, but 
he knew Chie didn’t carry around a rag with her like this. She’d have to buy it or get 
it from someone else during her drunken spree, and he doubted she’d just leave it 
behind if she did. 


“| don’t think so. For starters, Chie doesn’t carry one of these things around; | doubt 
she even owns one. But even if she did, you see this?” Justin scraped his finger 
against the cloth texture, drawing blood from its surface and onto his finger, its red 
color staining his white flesh within seconds. “It’s not dry; which means the blood is 
fresh. It’s been long enough that she’s probably sobered up by now, so if she had 
gotten hurt and this was her blood, it would have dried. Unless of course she 
managed to hurt herself while she was sober; in which case, | doubt she’d just leave 
this behind.” Justin explained his theory, though whether he was convincing the 
others or convincing himself was up for debate. To be fair, a lot of Justin’s points 
were entirely circumstantial; a lot of it was very weak and could easily be disproven. 
But no one would dare say that to him; they already knew he was under enough 
emotional duress without presenting to him the possibility that his girlfriend was 
bleeding out somewhere. For the moment, they’d just keep the possibility hidden in 
the back of their minds. Yukari slowly approached the two talking over the bloody 
rag, a look of perplexion on her face as she tried to examine the rag more closely. 


“| swear I’ve seen this somewhere before...” Yukari mused to herself, something 
about the color and texture of the cloth striking her as a bit familiar. The group’s 
eyes slowly fell upon her, curious as to what she meant by that. It was just a red 


rag; how could it POSSIBLY look familiar? It wasn’t just the rag itself though that had 
caught her attention. It was the exact color, the exact way the fabric was torn at the 
bottom, the creases where it had most likely been folded. She couldn’t put her 
finger on it, but she had definitely seen this before. 


“So... This isn’t just trash then?” Justin questioned after a moment. He didn’t know 
much about this Yukari girl, and half the shit that came out of her mouth made no 
sense, but he would take any lead he could get on the matter at this point. If the 
cloth looked familiar to her, it was quite possible that it belonged to someone. And if 
the dog had purposely lead them to this garbage, which was all but confirmed by 
Koromaru barking with confirmation at Justin’s inquiry, then it was probable that 
whoever this belonged to had met Chie at some point. This just might be their big 
break. 


“Though | have to wonder...” Naoto began to muse as she joined the slowly growing 
ring around the bloody cloth. “If this isn’t Satonaka’s blood; whose exactly is it?” 
Her eyes darted up at the others in a slightly interrogatory manner, as if expecting 
them to know the answer. Of course, they had only just found the rag, so they were 
about as clueless as they could get on the subject. Justin, Yukari, and Yu all passed 
each other a contemplative expression, trying to see what the others had thought 
on the matter. No one really knew, though Justin was willing to place a guess on the 
most obvious explanation. 


“Well | would guess whoever owns it.” Justin shrugged after a moment. “Like | said; 
| don’t think Chie even owns one of these, and given the time frame of our drunken 
shenanigans, it can’t be hers.” Justin restated his stance on the source of the blood, 
again as though to convince himself that no harm had befallen his beloved, that the 
blood HAD to belong to someone else. Naoto of course had her doubts, but she was 
willing to roll with it for the time being, to take into the account the possibility of the 
blood belonging to another. She adjusted her hat for a moment, making a slight 
gesture with her index finger as though to stop everyone’s train of thought for a 
moment. Her detective’s intuition was acting up again. 


“Well then let us assume this rag is not the possession of Miss Satonaka. If this rag 
does not belong to Chie-senpai, how then would it have her scent on it?” Naoto 
remarked, grabbing a hold of the evidence so she could examine it closer herself. 
Justin raised his eyebrow for a moment with curiosity. It seemed that the answer to 
that inquiry was pretty obvious. 


“She probably used it at some point.” Justin shrugged, not seeing what it was Naoto 
was getting at. It was clear she was asking questions she knew the answer to 
already, but he was willing to play along with this charade if it helped them find 
where Chie had gotten lost. Naoto shook her head, not very satisfied with the 
answer Justin had given her. While that was certainly a possibility, it was clear she 
didn’t have the rag last given that the fresh blood on the rag couldn’t have been 


hers based on what they knew about the night prior. Which meant her scent 
wouldn’t be as prominent as the owner’s, especially when blood was involved. The 
scent of blood should have drowned out Satonaka’s by a large margin. 


“While that’s a possibility; the scent of blood on this rag would have overshadowed 
her scent had it not belonged to Satonaka.” Naoto remarked, though that only 
served to horrify Justin. For a moment, it sounded like she was implying that it WAS 
Chie’s blood, which was something Justin refused to believe was true. “I’ve been 
considering the matter for quite a while now, and something rather off occurred to 
me. Every location that Koromaru has lead us to thus far has had some relation to 
our activities the night prior. Why is that?” Naoto continued to play a game of 
twenty questions with the group. 


“Because she was with us? Come on, it’s not rocket science.” Justin remarked with 
annoyance, wishing Naoto would just get to the point again. Naoto just shook her 
head again, disappointed that what had struck her as so obvious was going over the 
group’s heads. Alas though, that’s probably why she was the one with a badge and 
the other’s were just playing detective. 


“Once again, no. If she had been with us the residents of each area should have 
seen her, yet none of the civilians at the scene have any recollection of seeing her 
anywhere; she must have branched off rather early.” Naoto put aside Justin’s theory 
in a matter of seconds. Justin had just assumed no one present that night had been 
there that morning to recap her location, but he supposed Naoto’s theory was also 
true in some capacity. “I have a theory, if you’ll indulge me on the matter. The 
scent that had lead Koromaru here was not Chie’s, but rather the owner of this rag. 
Given that Koromaru has stopped at several keypoints in our misadventures last 
night, it’s likely that whoever this rag belongs to has been at each of these points. 
Can | assume that none of you own a rag such as this?” Naoto questioned the 
others, holding the rag up so the others could see. She was met by everyone 
shaking their head, denying to have seen a rag like that anywhere as it was; save 
maybe Yukari, who was still trying to remember where she had seen that before. 
“Then | ask you; if whomever’s scent we’ve been following has been following us 
every step of the way, but it was not one of us, who then does the scent belong to?” 
Yu rubbed at his chin for a second before being struck by a sudden bolt of 
realization. 


“The culprit!” Everyone’s eyes darted over to Yu with shock, not entirely following 
his train of thought. “Whoever drugged us must have had a reason to do it right? 
Could it be possible that he was following us around to see how we would act?” Yu 
proposed to the group, starting to see what Naoto was getting at here. Justin just 
shook his head with disbelief; this entire theory fell apart with one simple fact. 


“Now wait a second; how would Koromaru have even gotten that scent in the first 
place? He sniffed my wristband; the only scents he should have been able to pick up 


were mine or hers!” Justin countered. He’d love to say it was the culprit; after all, he 
would know where Chie was AND they’d get his ass in cuffs; but the fact of the 
matter was it made no sense. Naoto nodded her head with slight agreement, 
though she also had a counter argument to that of her own. 


“True; if the wristband had only come in contact with you our Chie-senpai, the only 
scents present on this article should have been hers or your own. IF you were the 
only ones.” Naoto repeated the circumstances, the if statement to the dilemma’s 
coding. Justin shook his head for a moment, biting his bottom lip with aggravation 
before turning back to Naoto. 


“What are you trying to say? Get to the point already!” Justin shouted with 
annoyance, aggravated that Naoto was wasting his and her time playing these 
games of cat and mouse. She knew what she wanted to say, and playing 20 
questions was doing nothing but waste all of their time. Naoto glared back, 
suddenly remembering why she had suspected this guy being the murderer in the 
Hanged Man case a few months back: because he was a complete asshole. Okay, so 
maybe that wasn’t the ONLY reason; in fact, it was hardly a reason at all. But she’d 
be damned if it didn’t do wonders for his character profile. 


“If you'll indulge me, I’d like to reenact some criminal profiling.” Naoto remarked, 
turning her back to the increasingly pissed off Justin, pacing around as she proposed 
a possible scenario to the group. “Begin scene at the club, the culprit is working 
behind the scenes at the club, handling the drinks. According to the bartender, said 
culprit had a strong disdain for his job, and often times would not even arrive for 
work. Imagine for a moment you're in the same position as the bartender; you hate 
your job, so what do you do? You try to make the best of it, in this circumstance, the 
suspect turned to drugging our drunks, to watch how we reacted for entertainment. 
At first our drunken activities were restrained to the club, but as you know, it’s hard 
to control someone under the influence, especially as heavily so us. We tried to 
leave the club, which of course spelt trouble for the culprit; not only would he be 
unable to observe our activities in the club, but he would risk us getting into trouble 
outside the bar, and that by extension would lead to punishment on his behalf as 
well. So he tries to stop us from leaving the club, namely by grabbing Justin-senpai 
by the wrist.” Justin’s annoyed expression slowly shifted to his wrist. He couldn’t say 
he recalled that happening, but it would certainly make sense to him. He just had to 
wonder how such brief contact would leave behind his scent. “Now the culprit has 
two possible motives; we can certainly say for a fact the culprit was present at the 
stolen car, the park Kanji had gone streaking in, the burnt down warehouse, the 
hotel, and the alleyway where Yosuke had come into possession of cocaine 
according to Koromaru’s stops along the trail. That said, he was most certainly 
following us; it’s simply a matter of whether he was doing so to continue observing 
us from a distance, or to try and stop us from causing anymore damage.” 


“Wow... Way to go Naoto!” Rise gushed with admiration, almost flirtatiously in some 
ways; though Naoto sure as hell hadn’t picked up on it. Justin nodded a bit with 
agreement; it seemed a very likely scenario the way she put it. Alas however, it 
didn’t really matter to him how it happened; this was all stuff that would only be 
relevant in court. Here it was all about finding either culprit A or missing person B; 
no need to go into motives or methods. 


“Well that’s all well and good; but none of that’s going to matter if we don’t find 
these people.” Justin remarked before snatching the rag out of Naoto’s hands. She 
growled a bit under her breath, a little annoyed at how forceful about this 
interrogation was. She got that he was just concerned, but even now it was getting 
to a point of being rude. Justin crouched down with the rag in hand holding it up to 
the dog. Thankfully, Koromaru didn’t seem to want to bite Justin this time, instead 
opting to just get a good whiff of his blood. If they had been managing to follow the 
culprits trail this entire time of only a short contact, imagine how quickly they would 
be able to find him with a heavy dose of his blood. “Think you can find him with this, 
boy?” The dog took a big whiff of it before barking happily, a wide grin on his face. 
“We might just make some progress after all.” Justin chuckled to himself. 


He was about to stand up, to depart to follow the dog in its pursuit of the culprit’s 
smell, when something rather odd had interrupted him. Koromaru began to whine 
for a moment, coughing as if it were choking on a hairball. “You alright, Koromaru?” 
Maya spoke to the dog sympathetically, trying to discern what was wrong. What 
was wrong was it had something clogged in its stomach that shouldn’t have been 
there, and now its body was getting rid of it the fastest way possible: his throat. 
Within seconds of the remark, Koromaru barfed up its stomach contents all over 
Justin’s shoes. Justin didn’t even flinch, just taking a deep breath as he tried to 
restrain himself from snapping this canine’s neck where he stood. Everyone backed 
away from Justin in slow horror and disgust, clutching their mouths so as to avoid 
throwing up themselves. It took Justin a moment to gather the courage needed to 
look at his barf stained shows. 


“Oh... that’s... Oh...” Yosuke muttered to himself trying to find the best words for 
how to describe what they were seeing. It wasn’t so much the puke that was 
bothering everyone; it was the fact that there was a finger in it. “I think I’m going to 
hurl. What the fuck is wrong with us?” Justin stared at it, jaw wide open fora 
moment before jumping up throwing his arms into the sky with disgust. “Justin, stay 
calm...” Yosuke implored him as Justin tried to hold back screams of disgust, 
confusion and anger. 


“No, I’m fucking done! I’m fucking done! This is bullshit! This is fucking bullshit!” 
Justin shouted angrily, shaking the loose appendage off his foot. He had put up with 
a lot of shit over the course of this day; burnt squirrels, a stolen car, getting beaten 
upside the head with a pipe, fucking Naoto; but this? No. Done. He didn’t know 
whose finger that was, where it came from, or why Koromaru seemed to have 


swallowed it, but he didn’t care. He was done with this crap. Naoto slowly lowered 
herself towards the finger to examine it as Justin went on his tirade, letting all the 
steam that had been building up inside him for the last few hours finally come out. 
She couldn’t help but sigh with relief as she picked it up with the tips of her fingers; 
even if her fingers WERE covered in vomit now. “What is this!? WHAT IS THIS!? 
WHAT IS MY LIFE!?” 


“If it’s any conciliation; it’s a prosthetic.” Naoto remarked weighing the smelly, 
vomit stained finger in her hand. It was heavy, much heavier than she would expect 
one’s finger to weigh if it weren’t made of plastic and metal. It did beg the question 
who’s finger this was; but they were just going to ignore that and pretend Koromaru 
hadn’t swallowed someone's finger. Yu was only surprised that the dog listened 
when they tried to feed it to him, because you know ONE of them had to be 
responsible for this. 


“| don’t care if it was made of cheese; it looked like a finger and the dog fucking ate 
it!” Justin shouted, leaning over and thrusting his hand to the side with irritation. To 
be fair; it was still pretty fucked up whichever way you put it. “I can’t do it! | can’t 
fucking do it anymore! Look what we’re dealing with! A finger, a cocaine addict, a 
pyromaniac, and probably a shit ton of STD’s all around! You gotta draw the line 
somewhere! You gotta draw the FUCKING line in the sand! You gotta make a 
statement! You gotta look inside yourself and say ‘what am | willing to put up with 
today?’ NOT FUCKING THIS!” Justin shouted before storming off; kicking over a trash 
can in the process. 


“_,.What just happened?” Maya questioned after a moment, trying to make heads or 
tails of this. Partially because that was some pretty weird shit; partially because 
Justin was just walking off in some random direction WITHOUT the dog to guide him 
to the culprit or Chie. Yosuke shook his head for a moment. 


“Something very stupid.” 


